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PROLOGUE 

With themes like these, 't were hard to please 

All readers of this generation, 
Our "Native Sons" and "Sons of Guns," 

And "Sons of Foreign Immigration." 

Full well I know, a picture show, 
A ball game or prizefight would answer' 

Far better than "fantastic rhymes," 
Or "rhythmic fancies" wrought in stanza! 

My only hope is that this "dope," 
Touched by the Muse's necromancy, — 

May time beguile, or wake a smile 
In some poor devil's kindred fancy ! 
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ADRIFT 

And so, I am adrift again, 
On life's wild, chartless sea! 

Behind me fade those gentle shores 
Which once were dear to me. 

And that fair haven, where my heart 
Was moored so fast in love, 

Has melted from my wistful gaze, 
Like morning mists above ! 

One lingering look I cast behind — 
One tear of grief I shed ! — 

Now let my bark head out to sea. 
Let every sail be spread ! 

And let the gales of passion blow. 
And bear me where they will! 

I care not now which way I go, — 
So I be moving still! 

In wine and revel let me find 

A Lethe for the past; 
And let Oblivion's curtain hide 

The scenes too bright to last ! 

Then on, my restless bark, still on! 

Thy keel shall know no shore, — 
Thy sail shall ne'er again be furled — 

On — on, forever more! 
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TO MABEL 

LINES WITH A GARLAND OF FLOWERS 

My dear Miss Mabel, 

I wish I were able 
To put into verse all my heart doth conceive ; 

But Fm really so prosy, 

That even this posy 
Has cost me more labor than you would 
believe ! 

But the language of flowers 

Is softer than ours, 
Yet carries its meaning as sure to the heart ! 

So the prosaic giver 

Will let these deliver 
The delicate messages he would impart. 



LINES FOR AN ALBUM 

"We'll be long enough dead !" "We'll be long enough 
dead," 

Is the truest of things that ever was said ! 

Seize Time by the forelock, ere he passes you by, 
"Eat, drink and be merry, for to-morrow you die." 

We'll be long enough dead, and long enough rotten, 
And once in the grave, we'll soon be forgotten! 
This book, like ourselves, will perish at last, 
And even our love be a thing of the past. 
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TO EVELYN 

"Dear, damned distracting" nymph, farewell. 
My dream of love has fled ! 
Thy Circe cup has lost its spell, 
Thy charms for me are dead ! 

My love, my life, my every thought, 

My all — I gave to thee! 
And what but anguish has it brought, 

What now is left to me? 

For, like the hungry sea, thy love 
Drinks all, and thirsts for more; 

And tosses weeds and pebbles back 
To strew its barren shore! 

Such flotsam, in my famished heart, 

Too many pangs has cost me; 
And by thy raw, cold-blooded art. 

Fair demon, thou hast lost me! 

Fve known some simple wights who could 
Thrive on Love's husks and dry bran! 

But may the Devil and his imps 
Roast me dark brown, if I can. 

Again farewell, thou cruel one! 

Like my old friend, "Dan Tucker," 
Fll bless my luck, and "pass the buck" 

Up to the latest ''sucker T 
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TO "LITTLE POLLY" 

Dear, impish little elf! 
Who, but thy tiny self, 

E'er had such witching ways? 
In every roguish glance 
I see wee fairies dance 
In Mischief's wanton maze ; 
And 'neath the moonbeams' fitful phases, 
Trip lightly o'er the upturned daisies. 

What planet gave thee birth ? 
Thou art not of the earth. 
Nor with its clay alloyed : 
Thou comest from afar — 
Out of some shooting star — 
Or pigmy asteroid! 
And in thine eye a meteor glances. 
Which like some twinkling star entrances. 

If, of the earth thou be — 
Some bubble of the sea, 
Or spirit of the air — 
Unmindful of thy way. 
Thou must have gone astray. 
Far from thy fairy lair! 
But do not now, fair being, leave us, 
And of thy loveliness bereave us. 
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Oh may thy beauty's beam 
In lapsing years, beseem 
The promise of thy spring ! 
And may Time's finger trace 
No wrinkles on thy face, 
And Life no sorrow bring. 
And may'st thou ever be Love's minion — 
His form on earth, without his pinion! 



TO IMOGENE 

Can'st thou not read within mine eyes 
More than my lips would dare to say ! 

Does not the fire which 'neath them lies 
The secrets of my heart betray? 

My traitor tongue I might confine, 
Lest it forbidden things reveal; 

But when my glances meet with thine, 
I can not look hut as I feel. 

I can not gaze into those eyes 

Where love and passion hold their throne. 
Unless within my bosom rise 

A love and passion of my own. 

But since my heart a sealed book 

To thee forever must remain, 
Oh, still admiring, let me look. 

And, drunk with passion, gaze again ! 



ID 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



COULD I FORGET 

Could I forget the day when first I met thee, 
And felt the wondrous witchery of thine eyes. 

Could I forget the spell which then beset me, 
Whose magic sway e'en yet my will defies ; — 

I might again, should lapsing years abet me. 
Regain the peace which now my fate denies — 
Could I forget! 

Could I forget how sweet it was to woo thee. 

And then to win thy wild and wanton love — 
A love I never dreamed of till I knew thee — 

One only fit to dwell in realms above ; 
Could I forget its rich and bounteous treasures — 

The wealth of its caresses — ail my owiv! 
The rapture far beyond all earthly measures 

That thrilled me in thine arms' encircling zone — 
My life might still conform to tamer pleasures, 

And reason once again resume her throne — 
Could I forget! 

Could I forget that then, alas! I lost thee — 

Oh, what a fearful boding in that "lost !" 
What pangs of wild despair and grief it cost me. 

To be bereft of all I prized the most. 
And now my only solace is to borrow 

The ghostly shadows left in memory's store ; 
And vainly seek to soothe the rooted sorrow 

I know can only cease when life is o'er. 
Then, in that orbless night that knows no morrow. 

In dreamless sleep, on Acheron's dark shore, 
/ will for get ^ then only — Fll forget! 



II 
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TO LOUISE 

There are some eyes, like mountain lakes, 
Reflecting Heaven's own blue. 

And some like black volcano gulfs, 
With wildfire flashing through! 

But thine are like the eternal skies 

That woo the soul afar; 
Their every glance a meteor. 

And every thought a star! 

Fve rifled lips, like cherries sweet — 
Light sin to him who stole — 

But thine are like that Eden fruit. 
Whose theft might cost a soul! 

Oh coral fruit of Paradise! 

Who would not grasp the prize. 
With Heaven so near to win him back, 

In those celestial eyes! 



TO E- 



Once was the need of thee 

A pain too great to bear. 
And all my heart went seeking thee 

In work, in song, in prayer: 

But now, dull Time has brought 
A sadder, stranger lot-^ 

That I can look upon the day, 
And find I need thee not! 

12 
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A PARAPHRASE 

There are some eyes, like lobsters, red, 
And some are "black and blue;" 

And some are "cross," tho' they look straight. 
And others set askew! 

But thine, ah, thine ! are crystal pure, 

And free from blur or squint. 
Their glance so soft and tender is, 

T is hard to think they're Hint, 

Fve bitten many a ruby lip. 

But yours could never hurt you : 

It's very tough to tell the truth — 
Your lips are guttapercha. 

Oh cunning trick of modem art. 

Whoever would believe. 
That vitreous eyes could be so false 

And rubber lips deceive! 



13 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



MISSING 

The Spring has come, and its roses 
Are abloom as in years gone by ; 

But those olden-time roses seemed fairer, 
And sweeter — I know not why. 

The birds sing again in the woodland 
Their sonnets of love, as of yore; 

But their voices no longer are tuneful, 
Nor sweet to my ear as before. 

And even the green on the meadows. 
The breath of the fresh, vernal mom 

Have not the same beauty and fragrance 
They had in the days that are gone. 



- There's something, this Spring, that is missing, 

Some spell of the Springs gone by ; 
I ask of my heart its meaning, — 
Its only response is — a sigh! 



Ah, well ! I know what is missing. 
And vainly my heart would beguile! 

'T is a voice that lent earth all its music, 
A brow that gave Heaven its smile ! 



14 
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TO CXARA C. 



Oh' never talk again to me 

Of Western maids, in beauty lucky ! 
It has not been your fate to see 

The peerless "Rose of Old Kentucky/' 

Her face is like a poet's dream — 
Too fair, by far, for daylight vision ; 

And only fit to softly gleam 
Among the streams and fields Elysian. 

Her form is like a Grecian faun. 
Upon a bank of moss reclining ; 

One Venus could not look upon, 
Without despdrmg and repining! 

But who could paint her matchless grace, 
- In glowing verse or moving strophe ; 
Or tell the rapture of her face, 
While puffing at a "Turkish Trophy T 



IS 
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WHEN THOU HAST CEASED TO LOVE ME 

When thou hast ceased to love me, dear, 

I know that day mtist come ; 
When thou no longer wilt be near. 

And I unloved must roam ! 
I know not what my life will be. 

What fates may hang above me ; 
I only know that all is lost — 

When thou hast ceased to love me! 

When thou hast ceased to love me, dear. 

When I no longer feel 
Thy burning kisses on my lips. 

Thine arms around me steal; 
In dreams Fll live those raptures o'er, 

And thank the stars above me. 
That this one solace still is left — 

When thou hast ceased to love me! 

When thou hast ceased to love me, dear, 

And long, long years are sped; 
And when my image comes to thee 

As one among the dead, 
T were sweet to know, in such an hour. 

Some tender thought might move thee. 
To breathe one sigh of fond regret — 

E'en tho' thou did'st not love m£! 



i6 
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TO "DR." ANNA SHAW 

Oh, Anna Shaw ! Oh, Anna Shaw ! — 
Oh, pshaw! — ^you pesky Annie! 

On woman's side leans every law — 
And "Rights" they have — too many! 

A "Single Guy" — not "court"ring strife — 
Concludes his "Will" to draw: 

Up comes a bold post-mortem "wife" — 
Invokes the pliant Law; 

And then a "legal farce" is played 
By "Wife," by Judge and Jury. 

The dead man's kin, they trimly skin 
And "divvy" with this Fury! 

The least "attention" from a "male"— 

The most discreet "epistle," 
"In Court," becomes a doleful tale^ — 

Poor Man ! — ^they make him "whistle !" 

Or, should some vicious "wildcat" feel 
"Insulted" or— e'en "slighted," 

She calmly draws the ready steel, 
And thus her "wrongs" are "righted." 

And next, a Jury, ass-wise eared 

Its "verdict" does indite, 
Which reads — ^by fumes of liquor cleared — 

"We find ( ?)— It sarve him right." 
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But Anna Shaw, your solemn "Caw," 

I fear, will never quit you ; 
And up in Heaven, you'll "croak" because- 

-" Your Halo does not fit you !" 

* (Latin — ^vcre dictum, justly or truly said.) 



TO A BEREAVED ONE 

Beneath the Oak's caressing shade 
How peaceful is his sleep! 

While tempered breezes gently blow, 
From off the Western deep. 

The tall and slender grasses wave, 

Above his lowly bed. 
And whisper requiems faint and sweet, 

In memory of the dead. 

And as I gaze, with tearful eyes, 

On yon cold, silent stone, 
I can not think that he is dead — 

And thou left all cdone. 

Nay, not alone, dear one, for know — 
Whatever thy fate may be — 

The heart that loved the absent one. 
Will fondly throb for thee! 
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THE FORGET-ME-NOT 

Oh, would that I were some rare rose, 
To deck, at eve, thy raven hair ! 

In bliss, forgetful I'd repose. 
And seek to bloom forever there ! 

Or, could I, as a lily bright. 
Upon thy matchless bosom grow — 

I'd blush, to find my hue less white. 
And hide me 'neath those hills of snow ! 

Or yet, were I a violet sweet, 
. And thou would'st press me to thy lip !- 
Oh, there I'd seize the moments fleet, — 
And from its nectared sweetness sip. 

Of all the flowers that deck the way, 
I'd choose the Heartsease for my lot ! 

And when thou wert disposed to stray, 
I'd whisper thee — ^''Forget-me-not." 
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TO MAGGIE OF CORK 

Dear, little waif — from Erin's Isle — 
Where mist and rain prevail too often — 

How must they miss thy sunny smile, 

Its groves and lakes to cheer and soften! 

And how they lack thy laughing voice — 
Tuned to a Brogue that deftly captures — 

Thy bonny words, like songs of birds, 
Which charm us into Joyous raptures! 

I know thou'lt say, in thy 'Cute way, 
"Ah, thin ! get out wid'all yer blarney !" 

But, sweet Colleen, I ne'er have seen 
''The Blarney Stone,'' nor fair Killarney. 

But pass around the ould potheen. 
The frisky whiskey, mild and cheerin'; 

I'll drink a toast : "To one I most 
Admire, of all the maids of Erin." 
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THE WRECKS OF TIME 

Roar, restless ocean, roar, 
And lash the sounding shore 
Until thy rage depart! 
The tempests of thy life 
Are nothing to the strife 
That racks the human heart! 
For tho' thy angry waves 
Hide countless dismal graves 
In every zone and clime! 
Still, are thy wrecks but few, 
To those that thickly strew 
The cruel shores of time! 



IN MEMORIAM 

J0SEPHIN.E 

Rest, gentle spirit, rest. 
In dreamless slumber blest, 

Thy earthly course is o'er! 
Still peaceful be thy sleep, 
While stars their vigils keep, 

On Lethe's silent shore. 

Farewell, dear heart, farewell; 
Thy witching smile will dwell. 

And light our lonely way! 
Though locked in Death's embrace, 
Thy spirit, robed in grace. 

Awaits the Brighter Day! 
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I LIVE IN ALAMEDA 

Once on a time, my form was plump, 
And straight as mountain cedar; 

My back has now begun to hump — 
I live in Alameda! 

In style and dress, I must confess, 
I once was Fashion's leader. 

My clothes of late, are out of date — 
I live in Alameda ! 

At "Union Qub" I got my grub. 

And was a dainty feeder; 
But now my feed is poor indeed — 

I live in Alameda! 

Now all I eat is shredded wheat, 
And biscuits named "Uneeda/' 

With now a dash of onion hash — 
I live in Alameda! 

Of late reviews and current news, 

I was a constant reader; 
Now, pious tracts and almanacs — 

I read in Alameda ! 

My wife complains of aches and pains, 

But I no longer heed her. 
She wants to move, Fm in a groove — 

rU die in Alameda!! 
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RHYMES WITHOUT REASON 

A RHYME OF JEHOSAPHAT 

If in a home that was a "flat" 
I chanced to meet a saucy cat, 
Which could not come across a rat, 
And suffered from a loss of fat, 
At her I'd quickly toss a bat — 
For I am still the boss o' that — 

And smash her in the eye [ 
And by the great Jehosaphat — 
That saucy, bossy, flossy cat 

Would lose nine lives, and die ! 

A RHYME OF SENACHERIB — ^A SOUVENIR OF BIERCE 

Should a butcher whack a rib. 
Or a baby lack a bib. 
Or a burglar "crack a crib," 
Or a schooner tack a jib. 
Or a paper "tack a fib," 

I mean, should "nail a lie" — 
I'd light a fresh tobacco squib. 
And rhyme all with Senacherib— 

Or know the reason why. 
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A RHYME OF JERUSALEM 

When down in old Jerusalem, 
Among the Jews, and crews of them, 
I tried hard to bamboozle them. 
With rhymes like these, and slews of 

them; 
But even old Methusalem 
Could hardly hope to foozle them ; 
Those Cheneys of Jerusalem! 



LOVE'S WISDOM 

MR. AUSTIN, POET LAUREATE 

Now on the summit of Love's topmost peak. 

Kiss we and part ! No further can we go ! 
And better death than we from high to low 

Should dwindle, and decline from strong to weak. 
We have found ail; there is no mare to seek! 

All we have proved ; no more is there to know! 
And Time can only tutor us to eke 

Out rapture's warmth with custom's afterglow. 
We cannot keep at such a height as this! 

For even straining souls like otirs inhale 
But once in life so rarified a bliss. 

What if we lingered till love's breath should fail! 
Heaven of my earth ! one more celestial kiss. 

Then down by separate pathways to the vale ! 



24 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



MAID OF FRISCO 

ZOE MOU SAS AGAPO 
A PARAPHRASE OF THE "mAID OF ATHENS*' OF BYRON 

Maid of Frisco, faithless thing! 
Give me back my diamond ring; 
Or, if you have it in "the spout," 
Leave it! — I can take it out! 
Hear me swear before I go — 
But none of that ''Sas Agapo!" 

By your vows, so often broke. 
By my ring youVe got "in soak," 
By your false and fickle ways, 
Which my brain did nearly craze; 
Fve had my fill of grief and woe — 
Fm done with old "Sas AgapoT 

Cruel maiden! I am broke; 

Everything on earth's in soak; 

When I asked you for "a -five'' 

I needed it to keep alive; 

You "threw me down" — ^without a show, — 

And you may go to — ^well — you know I 

Maid of Frisco, I am gone; 

I have shipped "around the Horn." 

When I'm on the lonely sea, 

I will often think of thee; 

Can I forget thee ever? No! — 

But none of that ''Sas AgapoT 
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TEMPORA MUTANTUR 

Time was when everything was cheap, 

And everyone had plenty; 
But now, with prices got so steep. 

There's hardly one in twenty. 

I used to dine on birds and wine 

And terrapin ragout! 
But now it's great to get a plate 

Of plain old Irish stew. 

Crabs, lobsters, oysters, pompano. 
Brook trout and other odd fish. 

Were once my fad, but now I'm glad 
To dine on "picked up codfish." 

Of pork and beans, my scanty means 

Will hardly buy a filling; 
While Wienerwurst and sauerkraut. 

With beer, costs just a shilling! 

So, "back to nature" is the point 

I'm making for instanter! 
For here "the time is out of joint," 

Et tempora mutantur! 
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TO KATE (ELKINS) 

Oh Kate, dear Kate, you're hard to mate, 

You must be awful fussy; 
To back and fill, while on the grill 

You keep poor Duke D'Abruzzi! 

And when at last, we thought you fast. 
How could you act so silly — 

To spoil our bliss, and make a miss — 
And not a hit— with ''Billyr 

A better chance, perhaps in France, 
May come by way of purchase. 

And ere you're forced to ''take the county'' 
You still may be a Dtichess, 



TO A PORTRAIT OF "FAITH" 

Oh, but the wondrous depths of those dark eyes, 
Whose drooping lids do bid each other seek 

To veil their lustre with the loving ties 
Of silken lashes, shadowed on thy cheek. 

And then, the witching beauty of thy smile. 
In which deep sapphire skies reflect their ray ; 

Whose speechless tenderness can scarce beguile, 
Or hide the feelings which thy heart would stay. 

And all is mine! all mine! beloved one — 
To fill the deepest yearnings of my soul ! 

To thee I pledge my heart, till I have won — 
Till "Faith'' has led me to the promised goal. 

27 
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A MEMENTO. 

TO KERNER AND EISERT, LEADING REAL ESTATE SHARPS, 
107 MONTGOMERY STREET 

"h^c MEMINISSE juvat"* 

'Tis hard, they say, to tell how far 
A frog can jump— by simple guessing — 

For oft the size of legs or thighs. 
May "fool you," in a way distressing. 

'Tis hard to tell a horse's age. 

By scrutinizing his incisors, 
For, on the crown, they file them down, 

And "bunco" you with more surprisers. 

Tis likewise hard to judge a "mine" 
By what you see upon the "dump ;" 

By "salting" and like impious ways, 
A "wild-cat" may appear "a trump !" 

Tis hard to tell the worth of land 
When "boosted"' by a wily "broker;' 

Whose ready lies, "as thick as flies," 

Would fit him for Old Nick's chief "stoker r 

But harder still to tell just when 
A mem his "mortal coil will shuffle ;" 

For when you think him "on the brink," 
Back from the "Jams of Death" he'll scuffle! 



* The memory of these things may gladden; 
But that eight hundred still will sadden! 
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ODE TO A SUFFRAGETTE 

Sweet Suffragette, I can not yet 

Conform my thoughts to your new station ; 
And much my vote I do regret, 

As aiding in your degradation. 

You can not cleanse the "filthy pool" 
like tar, will "Politics" defile you ; 

So, do not let — as many a fool — 
The idea of "Reform" beguile you. 

Men are the same since Adam fell, 
And all your suasive charms can't change 
them ; 

Their tricks are only fit for H-11 — 
On Virtue's side you can not range them! 

"Those lips were made for kissing," dear. 
And not for Qub and Platform Speeches ; 

Your form divine, not to confine 
Its beauty, in ill-fitting breeches ! 

I blush to see you in parades. 
With Pankhursts, Shaws, and Emma 
Goldmans ; 
Your place is not among such Jades, 
Whose words and ways are coarse and bold 
ones. 

I dread to see the prude and shrew 
Invade our Courts and "Serve on Juries ;" 

Methinks they had enough to do 
To play their parts as fireside furies. 
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But as for you, dear gentle one — 
No being do I hold above you ; 

And tho' you vex, my sterner sex, 
'T would grieve me sorely to im-love you ! 

Ah ! well — ^we'll talk no more of this — 
My sermon must have tired already — 

I'll pardon all you do amiss. 
If you, next year, will vote for "Teddy," 



THE VALLEY OF CLODS 

BY AMBROSE BIERCE 

Jack Satan's the greatest of Gods, 

And Hell is the best of abodes ! 
It is reached thro' the valley of clods. 

By seventy beautiful roads. 
Hurrah for the seventy roads! 

Hurrah for the clods that resound. 
With a hollow thundering sound! 

Hurrah for the best of abodes ! 

We '11 serve him as long as we 've breath- 
Jack Satan, the greatest of Gods — 

To all of his enemies death — 
A home in the valley of clods! 

Hurrah for the thundering clods. 
That smother the souls of his foes ! 

Hurrah for the spirit that goes 
To dwell with the greatest of Gods ! 
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"DON'T" 

E'en from the dawn of childhood's mom, 

At home, at play, at school, 
I found myself plump up against 

Some d — d cast-iron "rule." 

As soon as I had any choice 

To say, "I wUi;' or ''wofi/f— 
I heard my mother's fretful voice. 

At every turn — cry "Don't !" 

'T was "don't do this" and "don't do that"— 

It made me almost crazy — 
"Don't make that noise" — "don't tease that cat"- 

And, "John, don't be so lazy!" 

Ah! well — I have outlived all that. 

And grown to man's estate; 
But still that hateful demon "Don'f' 

Pursues me like grim Fate. 

Should I get on a "trolley car,"- 

To have a morning ride, 
A big w^^-"civil service" man 

Shouts, "Forward! — ^get inside!" 

And when I to the platform go, 

To get a breath of air, 
I can't escape those rigid "rules" — 

Old "Don't" is even there! 

It's "Don't talk to the motorman!" 
"Don't spit upon the floor!" 
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"Don't leave the car until it stops" — 
And half a thousand more ! 

And if I saunter round the Park, 

To spend my leisure hours, 
A shouting sign arrests my eye — 
"Don't pick the shrubs or flowers!" 

I cannot make a turn or pass, 

But some darned sign assaults me — 

An ugly board, "Keep off the grass" — 
A barb-wire fence next halts me! 

Sometimes, when on an idle stroll. 
By business troubles harried — 

I make "a sh/' at some swell dame — 
"Get out!" cries she, "Fm married!" 

And when I go to see my girl, 
Dolled up in my best "togs," 

I meet another sign — I'm told 
To "look out for the dogs !" 

It's Oh! for some far-distant isle, 

Some desert or some ocean. 
Where "Dont's" and "Rules"— fit but for 
fools — 
Don't clog free speech and motion ! 

I do believe, that when I die. 
And get my final quittance, 
I'll find on Heaven's jeweled gates 
This placard, "No admittance!" 
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HYMN IN A MILL VALLEY HAMLET 

Thy wrinkled brow, "Old Tamalpais," 
Still greets my morning gaze! 

Thou hast a charm to stay my eyes, 
As in my younger days! 

How oft Fve stood on thy bald peak, 
And looked down on the sea ; 

En wrapt in thoughts I could not speak. 
In dreams — ^that could not be ! 

And tho' the lapsing years have brought 

Strange changes in my fate. 
Thy rugged beauty still is wrought 

In grandeur — without mate! 

All — all has changed — and time has flown- 
But brought no change to thee ! 

Thou hast no rival to thy throne — 
Save yon wide Western sea! 

Beneath thee lies the Golden Gate, 

And opes her portals wide. 
With Orient gales, strange foreign sails 

Come on each rythmic tide! 

But what hast thou to do with them 

Or they to do with thee? 
Thy brow will wear its diadem. 

When they have ceased to be! 

And still thy dread majestic head — 
(When I have breathed my last) — 

Will sternly greet a grander fleet 
Than in the Ages Past ! 
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FIE! AT JUSTICIA 

A TRUE STORY 

There was a Justice of the Peace* 

Residing in our town, 
Who once a piece of justice did, 

Well worthy of renown. 

This squire once owed a fu^l hill, 

But fev/ll see the joke, 
That tho' he paid for "Littleton;' 

He would not pay for "Coke!' 

A dunner took the bill in hand, 

The job, he put his wits in — 
And went for this delinquent squire 

Like linked "Donner und Blitzen." 

T is said, there are times that try men's souls. 

And this, I ween, was one; 
For after wearing out his boots, 

Twas all a bootless dun. 

One day the squire in judgment sat. 

And poised his equal scales — 
Betwixt two angry litigants 

Who told their several tales. 

♦ The author. 
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In came the dunner with his bill, 
His face hot flushed with ire, 

His old plug hat upon his head, 
And marched straight to the squire. 

"Now see here. Judge, don't fly the track. 

It ain't no use to do it — 
If you don't pay this bill right off, 

My boss says, he will sue it." 

The squire could not perceive the point 

Of such a blunt demand. 
And glared upon that dunner's form 

With glances far from bland. 

Quoth he, "I'll put you on the rack 

And torture every bone. 
For know, thou vendor of stone-black, 

I'm versed in old Black-stone." 

He placed him in the bailiff's hands. 
Who marched him off to jail, 

And bail — if he did ever find. 
Appears not from our tale. 



Now from this simple history 

A moral may be learned; 
Ne'er dun a judge, when on the bench. 

You'll have the tables turned! 
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AD JUREM 
(to the law) 

Hail to the Law ! both Civil and Mosaic — 
Sublime Perplexer of the human mind — 

Great ne pltis idtra of all things prosaic — 
Vast maze of pitfalls, traps and alleys blind ! 

Thy quips and quibbles, in all times and ages. 

Are the despair of dullards, fools and sages. 

Thy musty tomes abound in "statutes" various. 
In drowsy "dictums" and "opinions" dull. 

They all seem framed to make our state precarious 
And leave our puzzled brains with cobwebs full : 

While many things we looked on as realities 

Are swept away by "Legal Technicalities." 

Unwise is he who in a legal fight 

Embarks with any thought or hope to win, 

Where Bench, and Bar, and County Qerk unite 
To pluck him clean, and even take his skin ! 

He'd surely have more chance to hold his level 

Before old Radamanthus — or the Devil! 

Or, "if you win," as Cobum says, "you lose," 
And after all, you get a triumph barren ; 

In costs and lawyers' fees your substance goes, 
And long before your voyage with "grim Charon,' 

You're stripped of all your pelf and patrimony, 

And left in debt besides — for alimony! 
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Oh, Alimony ! demon most accursed — 

Fell whelpage of the Law and nether Furies ! 

Of all the married scourges you're the worst ; 
And backed by verdicts of uxorious Juries, 

No doom nor torment more intensely real 

Exists in Hell— or more politely — Sheol! 

Must I, forsooth, still wear away my life 
To fatten lawyers, judges, clerks of counties — 

Must I support an erring farmer wife — 
And must her paramour live off my bounties? 

"Can such things be without our special wonder," 

Without our curses, and without "Jove's Thunder?" 

Whene'er I hear some solemn "ass in robes" — 
Judge of a court inaptly named "Superior^' — 

"Lay down the law," my patience, unlike Job's, 
Gives way — I want to kick his parts inferior. 

And cry unto this later "Ass of Balaam" — 

''Fiat Jicsticia out ruat Caelum T* 



^ Be justice done, or let the heavens fall ! 
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JERRY MAGEE 

A PARAPHRASE OF POE's ANNABEL LEE 

It was not very many years ago, 

In a city by the sea, 
That a laddie there, lived, whom you may know, 

By the name of Jerry Magee — 
And this laddie, he lived with no other thought 

Than to get on a h — 11 of a spree ! 
He was a lad, and I was a lad. 

In this city by the sea ; 
And we drank with a thirst, that was more than 
thirst, 

I and my Jerry Magee, — 
With a thirst that the fishes, down in the ocean, 

Coveted him and me! 
And that was the reason, that long ago. 

In this city by the sea, 
A "cop" blew out of a crowd "pinching" 

My jovial Jerry and me. 
So that the ambulance came along. 

And bore us away with glee. 
To shut us up in the calaboose. 

In this city by the sea. 

But the Angels, not half so happy in Heaven, 

Went envying him and me. 
Yes, that was the reason (as all men know) ! 

In this city by the sea. 
That a "cop" blew out of a crowd one night, 

Pinching and cinching my Jerry and me. 
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But our thirst was stronger by far than the thirst 

Of those who were older than we, — 

Of many far wiser than we: 
And not all the bars nor the bolts of iron, 

In this calaboose down by the sea. 
Could e'er put a ban on "rushing the can," 

For my jovial Jerry and me. 

For the moon never beams, without bringing the 
"steams," 

To my jovial Jerry and me, 
And the stars never blink but I sniff a big drink 

For my jovial Jerry and me. 
So, that all the night tide, I sit by the side 
Of the "growler" and Jerry — ^my chum and my 
pride — 

In this calaboose down by the sea — 

In our cell "Number 143." 
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"FLAPDOODLE" 

Hail King Flapdoodle! from a time Archaic, 
High ruler of all humbugs, great and small, 

Model of prophets and old Frauds Mosaic, 
The Alpha and Omega of them all, 

Unworthy to salute thy mantle's fringes, 

I "crook" to thee my shinbones' "pregnant hinges !" 

The Pope, the Prince, the Page, the Diplomat, 

Do all adopt thy measures diabolic ; 
And growing prosperous and sleekly fat, 

Do homage to themselves with mirth and frolic ; 
And chuckle in their sleeves as each new victim 
Goes down as limp, as if a donkey kicked him ! 

Great is thy sway. Oh Flap ! and from the cradle 
The puling infant seems to take to thee. 

As quickly as to milk, and with a ladle 
He serves thee out to all in measure free! 

And, ever ready with his squalls and cooing, 

Flopdoodles all of us to our undoing ! 

The youth, the maid, the matron, young and old, — 
All deal in claptrap, bunkum and flapdoodle. 

It seems to be the only way to hold 
Your own, and get another fellow's boodle ! 

And as to friends, there's really nothing in them. 

Unless you can flapdoodle them and skin them. 
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This world is all Flapdoodle, I believe, 
And this reflection often makes me sorry! 

But after all it does no good to grieve, 
So I will let the other fellow worry ! 

And if a man is bound to be a noodle. 

Why, let him be the victim of Flapdoodle. 

King Solomon, whom all the world admires, 
Both for his wisdom and his worldly wit. 

Announces bluntly that "all men are liars," 
And tho' not true, it was not far from it ! 

But many think old Sol was something heedless. 

He did not mention women — ^that were needless ! 

But I, a later and a lesser sage, opine 
That men are mostly liars and that all are 
boodlers ; 

Not so the women — ^tho' they far outshine 
The sterner sex as Humbugs and Flapdoodlers. 

But I defy them all to get a start on 

The queen of all Flapdoodlers — "Eva Barton." 
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TO VINNIE McLEAN 

AUTHOR OF A SCREED ON "SCIENTIFIC THINKING" 

As the sun in the West was a-sinking, 
Fair Vinnie sat winking and blinking, 
Her countenance fraught 
With the latest "New Thought," 
Engaged in some "Scientific Thinking." 

But her thoughts, they were not metaphysical. 

You could see from her lineaments quizzical. 

And a dry little cough. 

She could scarcely shake off. 

Showed plainly that Vinnie was phthisical. 

She was dreaming of "mind" and of "matter," 

Tho' she did not believe in the latter. 

But thought that "the soul" 

Was the "infinite whole" — 

All talk of "the Real" only chatter! 

She mused upon "sin" and "disease," 

But believed just as little in these — 

They were both "your delusion," 

A "baseless conclusion," 

"And "meant us poor mortals to tease." 

As for doctors and all of their ilk. 
She denounced every one as a bilk — 
Said that "Scientific Healing," 
"Right thinking and feeling," 
Would fix one up "finer than silk." 
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That nothing exists but "the mind/' 

And Reality only a blind — 

And a nice "whiskey toddy" 

Deemed good for our "body," 

"Why, there was nothing at all of the kind !" 

She laughed at the idea of "pain" — 

" T was but the pure coinage of Brain" — 

Just then an old Molar 

Made her "git up and holler!" 

And she rushed for the Dentist amain ! 

Oh ! much have I sought her, 

But never have caught her — 

/ have never seen Vinnie again! 



As for me, I don't put much reliance 

On the Cult which they call "Christian Science ;" 

It is "Christian" enough, 

But its "Science" is "Stuff," 

And sets "Nature's Laws" at defiance. 

But with all of their asinine clatter, 

Their "Dogmas" on "Spirit" and "Matter,"— 

Like the late "Mother Eddy,"— 

They always seem ready 

To "clutch" the "dinero" or "platar 
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THE SOPHOMORE'S LAMENT 

ON THE BUSTING UP OF THE SOPHOMORES — '"bEER BUST*^ 

This world with many plagues and pests is cursed, 
Some suffered singly, others in communion; 

But of them all, fair Berkeley, youVe the worst — 
To wit: "The Woman's Christian Temperance 
Union." 

For 'mongst the ills beyond alleviation, 

Is this embodied, plural "Carrie Nation T 

Up streets and byways, here and there they roam — 
These pious, prying, petticoated meddlers — 

And leaving all their work undone at home. 
They then become so many mischief peddlers! 

Into our very homes and clubs they track us. 

In mad endeavor to dethrone "Old Bacchus !" 

On all our joys they try to put the snaffle. 
With all our sacred rights they interfere ; 

They won't allow a "charitable raffle," 
And put the "kibosh" on the sophomore's beer. 

Oh, they are holy terrors, on the level — 

And their fantastic tricks would shame the devil ! 

Oh Berkeley ! Peri of the Western slope, 
The thirsty sophomore turns in vain to thee ; 

For in thy glance he sees no ray of hope, 
And shudders when he thinks what is to be! 

For who can guess what is to happen later, 

When thou art in the grip of "Mother Slater!" 
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Or when that pious fraud, old Hutsenspiller, 
Shuts down the lid upon the sparkling wine ; 

And Prohibition — ^mirth and pleasure killer, — 
With skirted cohorts, prances down the line; 

And in the van, that saintly "rara cms^' — 

That meddling magpie. Mistress J. O. Davis — 

Then, Berkeley, let me quit thy ancient oaks. 
Thy academic groves, thy classic walks. 

Where smug hypocrisy her visage cloaks, 
And over all grim orthodoxy stalks! 

Then, every other day will be a Sunday, 

And we may groan "Sic transit gloria tmrndi" 

POSTSCRIPTUM 

And when the future antiquary roams 
Where once arose fair Learning's lofty hall. 

And 'mid the ruins, and her buried tomes, 
Explores the cause of her "decline and fall," 

'Twill be, according to this later Gibbon, 

"A universal scourge they called 'Blue Ribbon/ " 
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FINALE OF CHILDE HAROLD 

BYRON 

My task is done — ^my song hath ceased — my theme 

Has died into an echo; it is fit 
The spell should break of this protracted dream. 

The torch shall be extinguished which has lit 
My midnight lamp — ^and what is writ — is writ, — 

Would it were worthier! but I am not now 
That which I have been, and my visions flit 

Less palpably before me, and the glow 

Which in my spirit dwelt is fluttering, faint and low. 

Farewell! a word that must be, and hath b6en — 
A sound that makes us linger, — ^yet, farewell! 

Ye! who have traced the pilgrim to the scene 
Which is his last, if in your memories dwell 

A thought which once was his, if on ye swell 
A single recollection, not in vain 

He wore his sandal-shoon and scallop-shell; 
Farewell! with him alone may rest the pain. 
If such there were — with you the moral of his strain ! 
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EPILOGUE 

IMITATION OF THE GERMAN 

In my life so dark and dreary, 
Once there gleamed an image fair ; 

Now — ^that cherished image faded — 
Darkness broods forever there! 

In my heart's deserted chancel 
Once there glowed a sacred light ! 

But the vestal saint that fed it, 
Left it to devouring night. 

Once I felt the tide of passion 

Surge through every nerve and vein ! 

But its warm flood now is frozen, 
Never to dissolve again. 

Yes, those fires are now extinguished, 
And my heart hath ceased to move ! 

As an Urn, this little tribute 
Holds the ashes of my love ! 
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APPENDIX 

There's nothing known gives so much tone 
To books (or men), says Hendricks, 

Or more avails, in ready sales, 
Than a good sized appendix! 



(From the Oakland Tribune) 
Miss Ida Juillerat, graduate of the University of 
California and a clever amateur actress, has published 
a book of verse which has aroused must interest. It 
is designed as a holiday gift book, and is a collection of 
"Jingles for Singles, or a Mother Gk)ose for Lovers' 
Use." In an artistic volume, illustrated by Miss 
Bertha Boye, an Oakland artist, who has won consider- 
able recognition for her modelling and illustrating 
of members of the Association of Collegians, Miss 
Juillerat has collected her versions of Mother Goose 
rhymes. 

Little Miss Muffett, who is always a prominent fig- 
ure in the Mother Goose family, is presented in this 
stanza : 

Little Miss MuflFett 
Sat on a tuffet, 
Reading, I've heard, one day. 
When somebody spied her, 
And sat down beside her; 
A bride is Miss Muffett this day ! 
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Little Bo Peep has a trouble other than lost sheep 
in the "Jingles" : 

Little Bo Peep has lost her sleep, 
And I know where to find it ; 
In a letter quite long, 
That somehow went wrong — 
But ril not tell who signed it ! 

The old rhyme that told of a story about Jack and 
his brother is rendered thus : 

rd tell you her story 
Of fame and of glory 

The which the maid said must be won, 
But that there's another 
Of "more than a brother," 
And so that first story is none. 

The old Hey-Diddle-Diddle song has a new verse: 
Hey-diddle-diddle, 
Lass, lad, and fiddle, 
A round, low summer's moon ; 
A breeze to waft 
Their little craft, 
And they'll be wed full soon. 

No place is there for the "Pat-a-Cake" that has 
been a part of every Mother Goose collection until 
Miss Juillerat's appeared. In this it is 

Wedding cake ! wedding cake ! baker man ! 
Bake up a cake as fast as you can. 

For father's approved it ! marked it O. K. ! 
So the cake may be needed now, any day ! 
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The "four and twenty blackbirds baked in a pie" 
have g^ven place to: 

Sing a song of suspense 

And sparkling, merry eyes, 
Of more than twenty lovers 

With aching hearts and sighs. 
When the rites are over. 

There'll be but one to feing — 
To whom my lady deigns to list, 

For him the bells shall ring. 

HAS NO SYMPATHY 

How the work was received by the dear public is 
not of record. How it fared in the hands of Clarence 
F. Townsend, an Oakland professional man, who de- 
clares his offering is made in the best of spirit, is told 
in burlesque verses of Miss Juillerat's parodies. 

Townsend introduces his efforts thus : 

Juillerat, Oh Juillerat; 

What the mischief are you at. 

Out among the Berkeley hills. 

Cutting up your monkey frills. 

While we mortals are in bed. 

You are cudgeling your head. 

Hunting up some silly jingles. 

In which nor rhyme nor reason mingles. 

Jingle, Jingle, Juillerat; 

BtU don't you jingle where I'm at! 
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To the school teacher's version of the Miss Muffett 
tale, her mere man critic says : 

Little Miss Ida sat on a glider, 
Sat "jingling" and gliding along, 
When a bold aviator 
Shied an Irish potato, 
And upset the glider and song. 

Here are four more that do not deal in a gentle 
manner with the fair jingle writer: 

Hey, Jingle— Jingle, 
Double and single. 
The airships are off for the moon. 
And little Miss Ida 
Glides around in her "glider" — 
Now, who do you think is a loon ? 

Miss Juillerat has lost her cat. 

And she will never find it; 
And then, what makes the matter "wurst," 

A butcher had to grind it. 

Wedding cake, wedding cake, baker man. 
Make it, and bake it, as fast as you can ; 
Fair Ida has quit all her nonsense and "Jingles," 
And hooks upj today ^ with one of her "Singles T 

Vd tell you a story, I think, hunky-dory. 
But I can't work it up into rhyme ; 

And rd tell you another, were it not such a 
bother, 
And further, / haven't got time! 
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HIS UNKINDEST CUT 

And here is Townsend's unkindest cut of all : 

Sing a song for "Singles," 

Co-ed grad-u-ate, 
Nothing else but "jingles" 

In her busy pate; 
All her college training 

Was of little use, 
Since she wastes her precious time 

In aping "Mother Goose." 

Says Townsend of himself: 

To such a lot of idle rot, 

My name Til not affix ; 
But you may find it in the class 

Of eighteen sixty-six. 



GABY DESLYS 

Gaby Deslys was a nice little maid. 
Her home was Paree, and dancing her trade. 
She had jewels and rings and lots of fine things, 
And danced herself into the favor of kings ! 
And a certain Don Manuel gave up a throne, 
In order to call the fair (jaby his own. 
But Gaby Deslys was a devil to please, 
And in spite of herself, felt but little at ease ; 
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So early one morning, without any warning, 
She packed up her grip, gave Manuel the slip, 
And sailed for America on a big ship. 
Now Gaby Deslys, when she came to our shores. 
Brought trunks, and suit-cases, and boxes by scores ! 
They were stuffed full of clothes, 
Gowns, and costly trousseaux; 
But don't ever suppose, she wore any of those. 
In dancing or twirling around on her toes. 
But "get close to Nature" was always her motto. 
And that was the point she aimed at and got to. 
For apart from some trinkets and gauze she had on. 
She was almost as naked as when she was born ! 
Alas ! For poor Gaby — her antics were lost on 
The pious good folks of the city of Boston. 
They all looked askew at her ''tout-a^fait rm" 
And to all of her capers, took so much exception 
That she got at their hands, a most chilly reception. 
And when on the stage, the college boys spied her. 
In her over-nude garb — like the web of a spider — 
They set up their "yell" and hooted and guyed her. 
So Gaby Deslys flew into a rage, 
Turned up her French nose and rushed off the stage. 
Packed up all her duds, left the "Land of the Free," 
*jE^ s'en alia droit a son Joli Paris! 



* And took herself off to her Jolly Paree. 



53 



Digitized by VjOOQlC 



WANT ADS IN RHYME 

A Chinese, an active young boy- 
Is looking for private employ 
As a cook or a waiter, 
Or a broom agitator. 
Call at Stockton St. Mission 

Ah Loy. 

When ailing in body or limb, 

Go at once to Dr. Wong Him. 

From herbs he will mix you 

A dose that will fix you. 

And put your whole system in trim. 

You lobster, why stammer and stutter, 

Your brain must be softer than butter; 

Go to Hatfield, you fool, 

At the "Stammerers' School," 

And your tongue will run smooth as a cutter. 

Should you have a sick tabby or poodle, 

Don't waste any time like a noodle. 

But go to Doc Creely, 

He will treat you genteely, 

And go very mild on your boodle. 
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CLEOPATRA'S DREAM 

BY W. W. STORY, AMERICAN LAWYER, SCULPTOR AND 
AUTHOR 

Here, Charmian, take my bracelets, 

They bar with a purple stain 
My arms! Turn over my pillows, 

They are hot where I have lain. 
Open the lattice wider, 

A gauze o'er my bosom throw, 
And let me inhale the odors, 

That over the garden flow. 

I dreamed I was with my Antony, 

And in his arms I lay. 
Ah! me, the vision is vanished, 

The music has died away. 
The flame and the perfume have perished, 

As this spiced aromatic pastille 
That wound the blue smoke of its odor, 

Is now but an ashy hill. 

Scatter upon me rose leaves, 

They cool me after my sleep, 
And with sandal odors fan me, 

Till into my veins they creep ! 
Reach down the lute and play me 

A melancholy tune, 
To rh)mie with the dream that has vanished. 

And the slumbering afternoon. 
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There drowsing in golden sunlight, 

Loiters the slow smooth Nile, 
Thro' slender papyri, that cover 

The wary crocodile. 
The lotus lolls on the water 

And opens its heart of gold, 
And over its broad leaf pavement 

Never a ripple is rolled. 

The twilight breeze is too lazy, 

Those feathery pahns to wave. 
And yon little cloud is as motionless 

As a stone above a grave. 

Ah, me! This lifeless nature. 

Oppresses my heart and brain! 
Oh, for a storm and a tempest 

For lightning and wild, fierce rain! 
Fling down that lute — I hate it, 

Take rather his buckler and sword. 
And crash and clash them together 

Till the slumbering world is stirred. 
Hark! To my Indian beauty — 

My cockatoo, creamy white. 
With roses under his feathers. 

That flashes across the light! 
Look, listen, as backward and forward, 

To his hoop of gold he clings. 
How he trembles, with crest uplifted, 

And shrieks as he madly swings! 
Oh, cockatoo, shriek for Antony, 

Cry, "Come home, my love, come home!'' 
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Shriek: Antony! Antony! Antony! 

Till he hears you even in Rome! 
There, leave me, and take from my chamber 

That stupid little gazelle, 
With its bright black eyes so meaningless, 

And its silly tinkling bell! 
Take him, my nerves he vexes — 

The thing without blood or brain, 
Or by the body of Isis, 

I'll snap his thin neck in twain ! 

Leave me to gaze at the landscape. 

Mistily stretching away. 
Where the afternoon's opaline tremors. 

O'er the mountains quivering play! 
Till the fiercer splendor of sunset 

Pours from the west its fire. 
And melted as in a crucible. 

Their earthly forms expire! 
And the bald, blear skull of the desert, 

With glowing mountains is crowned. 
That burning like molten jewels. 

Circle its temples round. 

I will lie and dream of the past-time. 

Aeons of thought away, 
And thro' the jungle of memory, 

Loosen my fancy to play ! 
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When a smooth and velvety tiger, 

Ribbed with yellow and black, 
Supple and cushion-footed, 

I wandered where never the track 
Of a human creature had rustled 

The silence of mighty woods, 
And, fierce in a tyrannous freedom, 

I knew but the law of my moods. 
The elephant trumpeting started. 

When he heard my footstep near, 
And the spotted giraffes fled wildly 

In a yellow cloud of fear. 
I sucked in the noontide splendor. 

Quivering along the glade. 
Or yawning, panting and dreaming. 

Basked in the tamarisk shade. 
Till I heard my wild mate roaring. 

As the shadows of night came on, 
To brood in the tree's thick branches. 

And the shadow of sleep was gone ! 
Then I roused and roared in answer, 

And unsheathed from my cushioned feet 
My curving claws, and stretched me. 

And wandered my mate to greet. 
We toyed in the amber moonlight. 

Upon the warm flat sand. 
And struck at each other our massive arms — 

How powerful he was and grand! 
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His yellow eyes flashed fiercely 

As he crouched and gazed at me, 
And his quivering tail, like a serpent 

Twitched, curving nervously. 
Then, like a storm he seized me. 

With a wild triumphant cry. 
And we met as two clouds in Heaven, 

When the thunders before them fly. 
We grappled and struggled together — 

For his love like his rage was rude — 
And his teeth in the swelling folds of my neck 

At times, in our play drew blood. 

Often another suitor — 

For I was flexile and fair — 
Fought for me in the moonlight 

As I lay crouching there ! 
Till his blood was drained by the desert, 

And ruflled with triumph power. 
He licked me and lay beside me. 

To breath him a vast half hour. 
Then down to the fountain we loitered. 

Where the antelopes came to drink. 
Like a bolt we sprang upon them. 

Ere they had time to shrink. 
We drank their blood and crushed them, 

And tore them from limb to limb. 
And the hungriest lion doubted 

Ere he disputed with him. 
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That was a life to live for, 
Not this weak human life, 

With its frivolous, bloodless passions. 
Its poor and petty strife! 

C<xne to my arms, my hero. 

The shadows of twilight grow, 
And the tiger's ancient fierceness 

In my veins begins to flow. 
Come not cringing to sue me, 

Take me with triumph and power. 
As a warrior storms a fortress ! 

I will not shrink or cower. 
Come as you came in the desert. 

Ere we were women and men. 
When the tiger passions were in us. 

And love as you loved me then! 



FINIS 
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